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This Lord Holland1 was the son of the eccentric Lady Holland. He was
a well dressed man in his forties with a lined intelligent face. His wife was
a tiny neat woman with fine large eyes. Her long hair was parted in the
middle and done up into a bun at the back. She had easy vivacious man-
ners and spoke French and Italian more easily than English. The first
meeting went well. To Lord Holland acquaintance with Watts was an
interesting if not a very out of the way diversion. He was used to celebrities
from England calling at the Casa Feroni. Certainly the young Watts was
worth asking to luncheon again. And there the matter might have ended.
But to Lady Holland it was something more. She had never managed to r
feel the self-confidence she considered her marriage demanded. Watts was
a great opportunity. She had met men of genius before, but none of them
had even remotely been of her making. But here was a young man whom
she really could patronize. It would be of infinite use to the ambitious
painter, and full of allurements for herself. Although she discovered by
discreet enquiry that his father was tuning pianos, he had the air of a
gentleman. Indeed on consideration the description of gentleman was
beside the point. He had an intuitive knowledge of how to behave.

It was not long before the young man was painting Lady Holland's
portrait. Drawn together by the picture which she felt in some way was
half of her own making, the acquaintance ripened into friendship. Watts
confided in her all his dreams, and she responded with the fresh pleasure
of a child. She had read it all in his face as soon as she had set eyes on him.
The sensitive face with its long black hair, the strained and sometimes
rapturous expression, all pointed to what she had hoped. And now she
had her genius painting her portrait!

Watts found her charming too. He had half dreaded, and half expected
to meet a formal and alarming person who would look down on him and
laugh at his aspirations, a social creature of the world. But when he found
Lady Holland so naive, so pleased with him, and so uaderstanding about
his difficulties, he expanded like a flower in sunshine. As he looked at her
sitting'near the window in the room set aside for the studio, he felt delight-
fully attracted by her. He found she liked being ordered about in his do-
main. He would change her opinions abpwt art, and by the very passion
of his speech overcome any opinion she might tentatively oppose to his.
They played cat and mouse in a flirtation of words. As the portrait'went
forward they became every session more intimate. She called him Fra
Paolo because the portrait reminded her of a Veronese.

1 Henry Edward Fox, fourth and last Lord Holland, b. 1802, married Mary Augusta
Coventry, d. of George William, eighth Earl of Coventry by his second marriage. As Henry
Fox he wrote an Interesting journal between 1818-50.
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